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VIOLANTHE: 

.i TALE OF THE TWELFTH CENTURY i 



AND 



OTHER POEMS. 



*Can. 



• Beauty bliglited in an hour, 

* Find joy ivithin her broken bower? 

* No! gayer insects flutl'ring by, 

* Ne'er droop the wing o'er those that die, 

* And loyelier things have mercy shewn 

* To every failing but their own, 
' And every woe a tear can claim 

* Except an erring sister's shame/ 

Giaour. 

CALCUTTA. 

PRINTED FOR THE AUTHOR^ AT THE MIRROR PRESS. 

By P. Crichton. 
1818. 



TO 

MKS. Hr LK— SON5 

AND 
MISS B-— TH ST. 
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TfiU LITX^E TOLUME, IS MOST BESFECTFULLT IN 

8C&I9EP, 

BT THEIR OBEDIENT AND 

HUMBLE SEBVANT) 

THE AUTHOR. 



VIQlIiAHTHE I 



rf TJLE OF THE TWELFTH CENTURY. 



PAET I. 



JL ON air-wav'd. plumes aud banners gleani 

afar, 
Bright in the pomp and pageantry of War ;, 
Shrill shouts of Victory peal along the plain, 
And boisterous Triumph swells its maddening 

strain. 
Steeds bound beneath their load of Warrior priile^ 
Rous'd by the joyous tumult at their side^ 
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Whilst sleepless echo hails the martial noise. 

Till evVy haunt repeats the din of joys : 

And hark! where thickest move yon gallant 

throng. 
The shouts of Battle won— subside to song. 



SONG. 



How vain are the wreaths, that o'er shadow th^ 
brow 

Of the minstrel, in laurels array 'd; 
And vain are the chaplets that Lovers bestow, 

To twine o'er the form of fair maid. 
But blest are the honors, that hallow the name 

Of the Patriot, whose praises' are rung, 
And brighter— far brighter— the Victor's proud 
fame, 

When dliat Victor is Alfred the Young! 
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For the brand of the Foeman is broken in twain^ 

And the day of his warring is past, 
Hiseye^ball is fixM in the death-stare of pain. 

And his corse it lies bleach'd in the blast : 
While the arixi that hath levell'd the Recreant low. 

And foul life from his bosom that wrung, 
That hath battled *nud vengeance, and, slain the 
fierce foe, 

Is the arm of Sir Alfred the Young ! 



And hears Sir Alfred not this song of joy, 
And say can other thoughts his soul employ ? 
Beats not4iis breast in triumph, while the crowd, 
Tell his proud deeds and hail his might aloud ; 
, Beams there no waken'd smile, no transient 

gianC/e, 
To say his soul hath risen from its trance? 
Lo ! from the band apart, in senseless gaze, 
He eyes liis Vassals, but nor hears their lays, 
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Nor dreams of triumph, though his banners fly 
Unfttrl'd in all the pride of Yictory. 
His is no heart to feel that triumph now. 
Nor wake, as once, to wild impassion^ glow; 
He has no throbbing pulse — to beat again 
In thrill of pleasure, or in pang of pain ; 
His stream of life for ever seems to hie 
In break-less tenor of vitality j 
Dull as the waters of some darksome cave, 
Where not a breath disturbs the blacken'd wave,; 
Where all is noiseless, wrapt in stillest gloom, 
Worse ev'n than Death, more fearful than tho^ 
Tomb! 



Once— and but once — ^amid the late fierce 

fight. 
His eye flash'd forth in beaming blaze of light, 
And then that look flung more than earthly 

awe ; 
*Twas the fierce moment, when young Alfred 

saw 



n 



His hated Rival, and with sudden bound, 
Headlong he rushM, and hurFd him to tho 

ground! 
That bold deed o'er, his dark and hagard eje 
Sunk to its wonted night of apathy • 
Or like the evening gloom that seems more dull, 
When vivid lightnings cease, and tempests lull ; 
Then throbbed his languid pulses still more slow, 
More glassy grew his gaze, more wan his brow. 

Say — ^why shall no bright glance illume that 

brow. 
Save in the one dread hour, beneath his blow, 
When sunk his Rival, welt'ring on the plain, 
Trophy of vengeance, brightest of the slain? 
Among the faithful warriors of his band. 
Late led to Battle-feud, at fierce command. 
Some few there are, who can remember well. 
When Alfred's heart throbb'd high in blissful 

swell ; 
When rapture glisten'd sparkling o'er his face, 
And lent his youthful form a nobler grace ; 



v^. 
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For VioLANTHB then his haur could bles$, 
And hi£^ wag Jiove,— that JUpve all happiness.. 



^v0 scarce two years have fled since Ai^FR^t 
yhpne 
BIjtbe a9 the gayest, round his SovVeign's tbron^^ 
Foremost in feat of arms, and tournaraentj 
And eyes of praise upon the Youth were bent. 

When haughty Anjou join'd the. fed'rat# 
arms, 
Hurling at Beauclerc Henry, wars alarms, 
Then, brave as bravest knight, who fought to claim 
So late in Palestine a deathless fame. 
Young Alfred shone amid the storm of fight, 
Emblem of prowess, — meteor-star of might I 
Knighted by Anjou's Count, from war he came 
So youthful, yet so brave; that, at his name, 
Beauty would turn to hide her blush of Love> 
And Virgins fly unseen to bowery grove. 
To trace in Fancy's Mirror, some such youth 
Breathing the sacred vow of promi^'d trutb* 
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.TheIie was a tfiaid^n, jnid that virgia train^ 
Pure as the unsunn'd snow* that veils the plain; 
Pure as the morning dew, where wafry gem 
Shines o*er each blossom^ sparkles on each stem : 
She seem'd perfection^ self,-— so fair, — so mild, 
That Sternness paus'd to gaze, and gazing snoiil'd. 
The gentle beaming of her soft blue eye, 
liook'd promise bat of Love, of constancy ; 
And Alfred priz'd her, and their faith was giveft 
And Earth seem'd bright for them, a scene of 

Heaven ! 
Who-who so fond as Violanthe th«i, 
Or who so blest as Alfred among men ; 
Where-where had An jou seen so meet a pair, 
So seeming good, so youthful and so fair f 



It was the first of woe to Alfred*& fate. 
When An Jou*s Count, in vengeful pride elate, 
Again call'd forth his bands of warrior-brave, 
And bade his banners in defiance wave, 

• <' As chaste as vnsnnnM snow**— SAaXrefpeor. 



«^ 
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Taunting the Norman: then to Alfred's heart, 
'Twas death from Violanthe's love to part; 
Each dire foreboding, though he knew not -why j 
Fought at that heart, and forc'd a bitter sigh 2 
Ho left the weeping maiden, fond and fair, 
He might not find her thus ; some youth might 

share 
The virgin-glance,which late but fondness beam'd, 
And iu that parting hour all tearful seem'd. 

LoNG-long was Alfred absent, and the maid 
While yet in bower of Love she weeping stray'd 
Was sought by one, who came with demon tread ; 
No Warrior he who bands to battle le|d ! 
No bold supporter of his Sov'reign's Cause ! 
No fierce avenger of insulted laws 1 
AuBERT possess'd that soul of dastard dye, 
Kous'd but in passion's work of infamy ; 
Bedeck'd in gloss of vice, which still deceives 
The heedless heart, that prompt of faith believes. 
His was a form that shrunk from scene of war, 
And demon-like, but mov'd bright worth to 
mar. 



i« 
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What tales of falsehood fram'd to tempt the fair, 
To lure the spotless victim to his snare ; 
What wiles of Hell he brought 'twere sad to say, 
'T were misery to repeat,— -but woe the day, 
The wary Villain plied those arts too well, 
Ia hour of madness Violanthe fell! 



The storms of Heaven may blast a frighted 
world, 
And thunderbolts of wrath, in fury hurPd, 
May fling fierce ruin round ; 'till Nature lies 
A prostrate wreck^ beneath the low'ring skies I 
Such wreck may Nature be, but oh ! the heart, 
That, doom'd from fairest hopes of life to part; 
That sees lov'd woman, faithless and untrue, 
Rise as some Fiend to blight the shrinking view : 
That finds its day-dream vanish'd in despair, 
Condemn'd to curse the form, it thought so fair; 
Oh ! such a heart more fearful ruin knows, 
More wild its wreck of joy, more deep its woes. 



H 



tTHEBE vrks no moan from Alfrzb^s widw^ 

breast, 
There was no sigh that agony expressed ; 
There wa« no m«iniac raving, to declare, 
That Alfred sunk in frenzy of despair ; 
Yet, those who knew him once, had mark'd his 

tread, 
Light as some steed's careering o'er the mead^ 
Had watch'd the sparkling brightness of his eye^ 
Late lighted up to looks of extacy : 
And saw him now, a wretched heartless thing. 
The stricken prey of sorrow's sleepless stiiig ; 
Its wan, mute victim, nerveless and unmov' d ; 
Ah ! these would whisp'ring say, ^ in sooth he 

lov'd': 



, He llnger'd thus, and Aubert idly deem'd 
His crime had heen forgotten, and he seem'd, 
Reckless of anger from the injur'd knight, 
Nor strove as wont, to fly avenging might. 
Sudden around his Castle's moat appear'd. 
Bands of brave foemei); and^ in air uprear'd, 



/je-i 



IT 

Floated Sir Alfred's crested Ensigns higb^ 
And shouts of vengeance echoed to the sky.. 
Then fain had Aubert fled, but spies declar'd 
That Alfred's friends alone the Feud had dar'd t 
That Alfred still insensible to aH, 
Urnnoy'd ev'n now at fierce resentment^s call, 
Led by his friends nor wish'd, nor sought the fight^ 
His-bosora shrunk in hopelessless of night. 
Encourag'd thus, the dastard Aubert sought 
The coming fight, and half exulting thought 
To trample on his fallen victim's form, 
And crush his Rival ia the Battle's stormy 



Thje; fight began and tho' the din of armsu 
Rang round Sir Alfred, loud in its alarms, 
He heard it not ; but soon his glances caught 
The recreant Aubert, as he taunting fought^ 
Thea seem'd his soul to rouse again to life^ 
He felt the catching fervour of the strife ; 
An aweful v^aking ev'ry look confest. 
Beat his v^rild heart, fresh vengeance fir'd his 
breast i 

B 
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— He riisli'd to combat^ and, with furious aim, 
Cleft the seducers helm, and i'eli'd bi& frame! 

And now be turni again to cheerless ball, 
The feeling past, that wrought liis foeman's fall ; 
His eye stiil fix'd in stupor of despair, 
Victim 'mid youth of paralizing care* 
So have we seen some War-horse in the fight, 
Panting in youth, and consciousness of might. 
He hears the tafbubled Breeze, as on its wings 
The din of togry fray loud tumult flings : 
Then warriors praise the beauty of its form, 
And watch its rushing to the Danger's storm* 
But there ala^ ! some dire, disabling wound 
Fells that young war-horse to the slain-strew^d 

ground; 
Writhing it lies, its nobleness of mien, 
Its late proud bearing, now no longer seen: 
Condemned to linger out life's future hours 
* In broken spirit, and 'mid wasted powers. 



flOJLANTHE. 



PART 11. 



X SAID, (be Maid was pure asunsunn'd sno\f, 
Ah rae I that Woman is not ever so ; 
For sad the trac'd resetnblance e'er appears, 
When fiercer suns have thaw'd that snow to tears ! 



Observe yon eminence, yon tow'ring height, 
Wreathed with a snowy Crown, all spotless bright. 
Not yet the Day-Star rides upon the sky, 
And oh ! that height beams fair in purity. 
But now the Eastern gold illumes yon brow, 
A thousand gems of fairy brightness glow ; 
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Beauty more beauteous shows, more pleasing 

seems, 
And loveliness in softest radiance beams : 
Now comes the blaze of day, the mid-hour speeds. 
And in its train, meridian fervour leads ; 
Ah ! see the weeping snow dissolves away ; 
Its pureness fades beneath the sultry ray : 
Till lost, all vanish'd in the mid-day glow, 
Where is the morning scene of fairness now I 

'Tis thus some Maiden, in her peaceful bower. 
Soft as the budding form of opening Flower, 
Secius that ideal being Minstrels paint, 
When Fancy flies the trammels of restraint, 
• Bearing the raptur'd child of song away, 
Till eartiiless thoughts of feeling fire his lay ! 
Ev'n such her charms, but soon as eastern blush, 
The dawning sun of Love hath shed its flush; 
Then, for a while, upon her beauteous cheek 
There blooms a dye-of warmer, brighter streak. 

How blest if always thus ! but lawless Love, 

In more than mid^day glo>r. may chance to rove, 
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May break upon her bower of innocencje, 
And drive each thought of purer virtue thence, 
Till fairnesfs fades away, and beauty flies. 
And peace with loveliness of woman dies ! 



TheUe rung a dire report of maniac seen,' 
The fearful wanderer of some distant scene ; 
And many a Pilgrim of the Cross divine, 
Late from the scene of far Judoea^s shrine, 
Returning homeward, gain'd an evening cheer, 
By tale he pour'd upon the list'ning ear^ 
Of maiden he had mark'd on Antioch's plain, 
The fearful vassal of pale Frcru^y's reign. 
Children would trembling listen, till the hair 
Bristled at mention of that maniac Fair ; 
And they would nightly fancy, in their dreamsj' 
They saw the living spectre, heard the screams 
Of frantic female, such as pilgrims told, 
Wander'd the shrieking spirit of the wold. 



'TwAS VioLANTHE^s form that wander'd then, 
Far from the busy haunts and scoff of men ; 



^ 



^TwAS VioLANTHE*s scream that Pilgrin^'t 

caught, 
*TiIl came that cry with sound unearthly fraught 5 
'Twas Violanthc, once the fairest flower 
That bloom'd in Anjou's merry court or bower, 
Now the pale image of that fate unblest, 
That men can more than pity, yet detest i 
A being reasonless — a* hagard form 
Writhing in worse than grief; exposed to storm 
Of inward Frenzy, 'till the mindless frame 
Scoffs at the heav'n-hurl'd bolt, and lightning'5 

flame; 
Still striving to out-din, in shriek of pain, 
The thuader's eqho pealing p'^r the plain^ 



'TwAs thus, when journeying, in Holy Land, 
Where cross-sign'd warriors grasp'd the pious 

brand; 
IVhere many a Knight, entomb'd in Palestine, 
With blood^red Martyrs, gained the wreath divine^ 
A band of Pilgrims faint in lengthcn'd toil. 
Were, weary, pacing Syria's sainted soil : 
Sudden, across their path, the Maniac bounds^ 
Her hair dishevell'd, and her feet in wounds,— r 
Utt'ring her wonted shriek ; — the band pursue. 
Till deep amid some dell she fled from view* 



Still, still they urge pursuit ;-*1[|l^de a tree^ 
Jn swoon of pale insensibiiity^\ % 
They find her breathless form ^-^bii^^!Mj|^it a sight 
Of wrecked humanity, the eye to bli||^ ;. 
They saw a female's bleediug^ gdef-Trani frame, 
So wan, that man's perception sgarce could name, 
Or thinly that form of Earth I no.pleasing tracd 
Of once fair WQinan beamed upoA her face $. 
But death, approaching, .stampt his. fearfuI;^ sign, 
And shed such ghaatUness o'er each d^ep linp 
Of pallid features, that her livid brow 
Seen^'d hw^ as image of gpmi sprite h0l(m*, . 



Amid that Pilgrims band, one stood apart. 
He wildly lyatch'd the maniac : and his heart 
Beat as 'twould burst, as still lus view he rais'd,. 
^nd o'er that mauiac's form in terror gaz'd. . 
It might be her,— how many a month had sped> 
Since first to holy land in sorrow led, 

Far from the scene of ill, he dar^d to: rov^ . ^' 
To sooth away the pang of ruin'd love,^ 
Tho' chang'd from ev*ry charms of loveliness, 
Which once had shone his youthful heart to. bless^ 
Yet still it might be her : he had not heard 
Of VioLANTttE*^fate^o«e wWiBper'dwiMcc^!; > 
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"S^ve, that at -first dark mention of her sm^ 
She fled from Anjou, teeming with the din 
Of all her faithlessness, to hide lier shame, 
And 'tomb in eastern clime her blighted fame. 
He mark'd her death-like cheek, sure nothing 

there 
Cflfuld waken mem'ry of eacji feature fair ; 
And while in aweful doubt the form he ey'd, 
The maniac woke, — 'twas Ai/Fred at her side ! 



She shrunk in ftkr, as starting from a dream : 
And aweful seem'd her eyeball's 'wilder'd gleam, 
While slow she gaz'd around ; she fix\l her eye, 
In ghastly stare of dread insanity, 
Full npon Alfreds brow ; the first wild glance 
Suffic'd to rouse her from her frenzied trance. 
Years of fond care might yet have strove in vain, 
To drive usurping madness from her brain ; 
But that short glimpse of him, once lov'd so well, 
Triumphant bade chain'd reason burst its cell. 



She shrick'd, ^ and is it thou and art thou 
come, 
< To mock my tortut'd passage to the tomb ; 
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< To watch my pangs, and triumph in my 

death, 
^ And catch the murmuring parting of my breath? 

* Look on, exult, I have deserv'd it well, 

* Deserv'd it, aye, and yet I must not tell, 

* All that has past to blight my peace on earth 

< And mar my promised purity of worth. 

< But why that look ? Oh God! avert that eye 

' Nay Alfred crush me, sf arn me ere I 
die ; 

< Swell my pangs tenfold, mock my evVy throe, 

< Curse me, in mercy curse — but look not so. 

* Ah ! start not ; — I'll be calm, be still again, 
^ Smile at the torture of ray whirling brain, 

* Stifle my shrieks to death, when thou art nigh, 

* Yet Alfred look not thus with pitying eye. 

< Thy scoff, thy cursiss, thy reproaches all 

c Would seem but mercy, would as manna fall, 

* But oh ! that glance of kind compassion, now, 

* Is worse than fearful pangs of Hell below ! 

'^ Yet, Alfred hear me, by thy cross I swear, 
^ 1 still had been thy own, as fond as fair, 
^ And pure as brighter heaven ; not a spot 
< Of fouler sin had dar'd my soul to blot, 
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^ Had not the demon of redaction come, 

/ With lure of bell itself, to work my doom. 

* Hush,— hush,— it were a tale of sin and shame, 
^ To tell thee all the wrongs, that crushed mjr 

fame ; 
^ How many a hatefuil falsehood told of thee, 

* Lur'd me to mourn thy infidelity ; 

^ How many a ling'ring month { still believ'd ; 
^ That thou wert false to me, — nor undeceiv'd, 
^ I wept in bitterness,-^and wept alone, 

* Till the arch-viQain feign'd my grief his own i 
^ But why on sickly tale of horror dw^ll— 

^ Alfred, for once attend mCj-'-HBre I fell, 

* The wretch, still urg'd by foulness of his soul, 
< Brought m^ a blacken'd tale — in well-forg'4 

scroll, 
^ That thou wert all another's, — then oh heaven! 
^ My brain to sickness of despair was driven ; 
^ And when he talk'd of vengeance, — told me 

how 

* To plot against thy breast some vengeful blow, 

* Scar'd reason falter'd totter'd on her throne, 
^ I hail'd the villain, — rav'd— ^and was undone I 

^ I WILL be calm, — oh, mark this faded cheek, 
^ This form of wasting sickness^-^does it speak 



f 



ftf 



2T 



^ No tale of deep remorse, of inward pain, 

f More than my quiy'ring lip can half explain ? 

< Are not these eyes,— these shriveU'd, spectral 

arms, 
^ The relics of thy Violanthe's charms? 

* And if so chaug'd,— reflect, what hours ou 

hours, 
^ I've sat and wept, amid my ruin'd bowers ; 
« Wept, till nay sullen tears refused to flow, 

* Parch'd, in the fev'rish agony of woe, 

* When the heart throbs to bursting,— but denies 
^ The wish'd sad solace of ev'n tears and sighs. 

^ How often have I rais*d my burning ©ye 
^ To Heav'n, and pray'd in bitterness to die, 
^ And deem'd all future punishment but peace, 

* Till black Eternity appear'd release. 

* But worse thau this, — r J have recall'd each 

scene, 

< Where once I ^auder'd pure, and might have 

been 
^ Blest in thy Love for ever;~rOh, how blest! 
^ The stainless inn^ate of my Alfri^d's breast. 
^ And there were hours, when racking me* 

mory fled, 
<^ Aud pale forgetfulness around me shed 
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^ A short liv'd ray of Joy, and I have dream'd 
^ Of scenes of Love, where purer Blisses beam'd: 
^ 1 then forgot my shame, and, fool, have 

thought, 
< I met thy glance with wonted fondness fraught f 
c Have hung upon thy lip, where all was love, 
« Pure as the angel breath of Heav'n above 1 
^ Then horror I horror! I have wak'd again, 
^ To rave in black reality of pain ! 
^ To know myself a vile polluted thing, 
f Victim of guilt, of shame's unpity ing sting. 



* There came a fearful night of darker hour 
^ When Reason fled me, Mem'ry lost her po>v. 
er : 

* 1 sought the holy Tomb, with pious crowd, 

^ And from that moment, all appears a cloud ; 

* A mingled chaos, of intense despair, 

< Of dreadful wandering, I mark'd not where! 

c But 1 grow faint, nay Alfred, — do not 

weep, 
€ For death io me is but as wish'd for sleep, . 

< And Oh 'tis sweet to die, when thus I see, 
^ Forgiveness beaming in a glanCe from thee. 
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^ I thought to meet thy curses, — nay desirM, 
^ To give thee vengeance, ere my soul expir'd ; 
^ I little dream'd to know thee blind, — so blind 

* To guilt of one, the vilest of mankind. 

6 You sob, my Alfred; nay, approach me 

not ! 
^ Come not too nigh this foul unhallow'd spot ; 
€ My touch is wor«e than death !— And can 

you, then, 
^ Lean o'er my form, nor fly pollution's den; 

< And do I lay my head upon thy breast, 

* To pillow softly, blest, Oh God ! how blest f 

* Look in thine eye, and read my pardon there, 

< And mingle sighs with thine, thy murmurs 

share. 

< Oh Alfred, His too much : look down kind 

Heaven, 

< What bliss at last to die, — to die forgiven V 



Mid Syria's wilds there is a Hermitage, 
And deep within its gloom, there 'bides a Sage; 
His brow not silver'd yet, but furrows there 
Bespeak the busy hand of early care. 



30 



Few seek that holy man, and none can tell 
Why dwells the Hermit in that lonesome ceU i 
When solemn Night hath flung her veil around, 
For hours he prays beside a neighbouring mound^ 
And weeps upon a tomb of lowly earth ; 
'T 'would seem it held some form of breathless 

worths 
But Pilgrims who perchance hare sought his 

bower, 
And hear|| his wonted prayer at midnight hOur^ 
In wonder listen ; — ^for he prays for one, 
Who late from Life of guilt and shame hath 

gone ; 
And still be wearies Heaven, for peaceful rest 
For HER, who tore that blessing from his breast : 
Still, still he asks for mercy for the crime. 
That dooms his day to wither in that clime ! 



MEDORA^ 



THJi SUBJECT FROM LORD BTROM 



* like ou^ht, that for its ^ac« may be 
< Dtar aiui jet dearer for itt mytterj/ 



N. B — ^The followtng a« a companion for the precede- 
ing, has a place given it here ; but the Author is fearful* 
be may be deem'd presumptuous, in daring to introduce 
in a little poem of his own, the personages and favorite 
characters of the Noble and unrivalled Poet, LordBjfron: 
he would willingly, however, be accused of want of in- 
TentioD, of imitation, in fact of any thing rather than 
presumption in the present instance. If he were to ob- 
trude upon the Reader's patience, with the circumstan- 
ces that led him to essay the accompanying trifle, he is 
persuaded that the worst accusation against him, would 
be, that he has made a very idle and ennuy ant zit&mi^t 
to while away some otherwise unemployed hours of milw 
tary omiuH and camp-idleness* 
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^MEDQBA^. 



jnLNB is she gone, — ^and does no hope reraaini^ 

* No'brighfning solace, — less'ner of our pain?' 
^' And is she fled, from Tirtue and her home, 

^ Mid shameless: ma^e o£ heartless sin to roamf 

* For e ver gone-^ithout on€!^ traced behind 

* 1*6 hail the mem*i:y of her once pure mind ? 

* Oh Sex t— deceitful, as the changeful hue 

< Of spring's bright sky, ivh:ich glistens td the 

viewy 
i Andseeras, a purer field of aZQre lights 

* Till tempests, passion-diriv^n, the picture blight; 
^ And'then a clouded, fi^ded scene i» near, 

^ And Loveliness, is lost in gloom and fear! 
^ I late was blest, so blest ; but not to last ;. 
^ Yet wba could dream, that. faitUldssAesSs should 

. blast 
^ My promised scene of good, my budding joy! 
f^ Mid infancy of hope, that hope destroy. 
C 



34 



Mad tbat I was to woo, — to force a hear^ 
Where ^Lonzo's hated image bore no part: 
To wed a coM, a loreleM, shrinking bride^ 
To drag unblest reluctance to my side ; 
Cold! she was cold to me, tho' not to one: 
Would that I knew, andohl he diould atone, 
Should writhe in tu(n for ^y'ry pang \ fee)^ 
Or I would spura the vengeance of mjf ftt^L 
J wildly loy'd her, what | lo^*d was fair,. 
Curse on my bUn<|ness I mark'd I not tb^afr 
Of sullen sadness i Fool^thrice Fool to think, 
That one at bri4al hour who seem'd ta shr^ik. 
Could ever, ever prizQ me : what tho' (idve. 
Warm as the burning Sun of light above^ 
Lur'd her to Jpve again ; the captive hearty 
Where willing passion can no charm imp^il, 
Force may constrain, and Tyranny reprove, 
Coercion wring, but oh I it will not love.* 



ISad wake the echoes of his dreary hall, 
Where 'Lon^^o sighs, and weeps MEDonA^s fall : 
And pale his brow, as wand'ring there aloQe, 
He still, and still repeats^ ^ and is she gone ! 



s& 



•- Oh were Ae pure, a& heav'rily fair sbe seemed, 
^ And as I once could think her ; but I dream'd 
^ An idle dream of falsehood, and awake, 
* To see my Tision burst, my hearths peace break/ 
Thus thus would 'Lonzo mourn for her he lost. 
For her his fair Medora, late his boast; 
For her who lovM not him ; 'twere long to tell 
Whom fair Medora loVd, and loTing feU: 
Till, false to vows, till lost ta dearer fame, 
IShe fled with paramour, in hour of shame. 



, These vras^*. breathing languor in Iier 
A dewy softness in hes dark blue eye ; 
Her silken lash coal4 chasten, not conceal 
Tlie tremblUig lustre, which it strove to veil : 
The summer rose scarce blushed upon her cheel^ 
It «hed its faintest, softest, loveliest skeak ; 
So pale that dye, ^twas as reflected hue. 
Which scarcely meets the gazing wanderer's 

view, 
Who eyes the Lilly, when in evening liour, 
The crimsoa'd west just tints that fairer flowen . 
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Yet, if her bcart but tbroJ)V4 in conscU^uf 

thought 
Of Love, with fear, and maiden feeling fraugh^ 
'Then that soft Rose could bloom upon, be^ 

brow, 
Till ev'n her sjaowy bpsom caught Uieglow; 
And in such moment, as if words were weak^ 
Her v^rj blush would se^m to breajtbe, to speaUi 
Oh who that mark'd the softness of her mien, 
Could think her one 'mid, Earth's unhaUoW/4 

scene ? 
Who that had watch'd the stillness of her breast, 
Ere. Love and trembling wishes were confest, 
When all was caknness, and no troubled sigh * 
Betrayed her bosom's feeling to the eye ? 
Who that had seen Iier thus could, daring think^ 
Tliat, her^s was soul from purer height to shrink; 
Oh who had dream'd such seraph form of worthy 
Could fall from Peace and Heav'n, to Sin and 

Earth! 
Once she was blest as fair, but Lara came 
To seek in l,ordly sport tlie Sylvan game ; 
With dames and nobles led, Medo rjl fair. 



^^ 

Joid^d tbe birigbt sceDe, and joy'd mid retell 

there. 
When diaring Gallants rushing o^er the plain, 
Fac'd tl^e fiei^ce B6ar, and triumph'd o'er the 

slain; 
She saw braV^ Laba, fbremo^t bf the crew, 
With pleasure Aianlling ^aily to his view. 
Her virgin heart but deem'd him young and 

brave?, 
And, ere she kiieir its wdrth, ttat heart she gave. 
Ah tiien, and there was scene bf budding joy, 
And waken'd love bloom'd fair, nor yet alloy 
LuHlM 16 deface the fairy huei of bliss. 
Where — tHlere in Lifer's Idng year, is hour like 

this? 
How sweet the seastfh wheii ytmng Love ap- 

jpedrs, 
And dawns in guileless Eeart^ ^mid hope and 

fears; 
When sighs and softer glances sweetly tell 
l*he trembling fondness, they betray too well : 
When childhood's wild caress is chang'd for 



Tbat seems all fearfid now^ all timid griKWA; 
And yet in fearfulnesf disclosing still. 
The impulse of young Passion's chastest tbriU I 
And must these hours all vanish^ must Ihej 

As riper years, of Life and Love steal by ? 
Must Life its youthful Bliss all folly deem, 
And Love its fairer moments but adream I 
Alas ! i¥])en £arth but seems as Heav'n above, 
That such bright seeming can deceitful prove ; 
That ivhere illusive joys but bliss convey^ 
Illusion cannot last a longer day ! 

Thus with Medora, for, mid joyous dream, 
When secret hope had shed its brightest beam ; 
There came a Suitor for Medora's hand ; 
In vain her tears, at sterner Sire's command : 
Bold 'LoNZO bore his beauteous Bride aivay, 
A weeping victim,— poor heart-broken prey. 

Was Lara one to see a Rival blest, 
Another triumph, and abide in rest ? 
To ponder on his loss, to vrrithe and groan, 
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And, pa«siTe, htfOHht an unahrengifftf moan ? 

Was Laea, one so christlan-ilneek-^'^o^'iiol 

His was a hand to lavish blow fot blow; 

A heart for rash desifning : he could will 

For hated object renom^d shaft of ill ; 

Yet strike it boldly ; once in youth's gay prime^ 

Reckless of futat e, and unstain'd with crime, 

fte liv'd for pleasure only ; pleasure free, 

Mid wild imishackrd burst of liberty^ 

E'en then in breast unseen^ lurkM hidden seeds. 

Of fouler passions, and of dafker deeds ; 

And when qiiick pleasures pali'd upon the taste. 

And e'en the world's gay scenes but seem'd a 

waste* 
Then sprung those seeds to blossom and to life, 
They wreath'd around his heart the roots of strife; 
While first came frowns upon his changeful brow. 
And wily scorn lurVd nigh, youth^s deadliest 

fbe. 
Soon caution bade him veil, with careless smile, 
EachpurposM work of ill, each thought of guile; 
And once his heart look'dback, it thought of 

day 



^ 
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When moments fled beneath a brighter ray$ 
A tear had come unbidden, but he dash'd 
Th' intruder ofl^, and then his stern eye flash'd 
Glances, that shot defiance at bis Fate ; 
The die was cast, and fearless, firm he sat* 
His was no nerveless soul of meaner mould, 
To dare the storm, then tremble as it roird : 
He could have markM the lightening bla$tar<>und 
Splinter and strike the quivering Oak to ground^ 
Yet brave its fury : ev'n as rugged height 
Arrests the angry bolt in headlong flight, 
And tho^ the shock, may scathe^ may rend iti 

brow, 
Stilly still it tow'rs; unshrinking at the blow ! 

There often bursts a splendidness from crhne^ 
A false bright 'semblance of a fire sublime; 
A meteor flame to seize the wondering breast, , 
Till men admire the deeds they yet detest 
That fearful admiration of the mind, 
That lures the man, but leaves his reason blind; 
Vnspeakable^ inexplicable still, 
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)Cnowin|r the good^ 'mid vassalage oJF ill ! 
^^Tis thus the Poet's song of fearless Sin 
The ear of listening Terror loves to ^in ; 
^^Tis thus Arch-Guilt, can glance a sovereign 

eye, 
O'er hating realms ctf crouching Slavery; 
'T'is thuB the one, Vfiih more than wizard sway^ 
Lords it o'er myriads, that in fear obey. 
Ascendancy of ill ;-^ — how curst thy spell^ 
Be but thy working grand, tho' dread as hell, 
Se but thy guilt, in boundless tow'ring, high. 
Pale reason shrinks at thy sublimity ! 



Yet this is for a while; where, where hath 
Guilt 
Once grasp'd, then thrown aside the daggers hilt J 
Where hath proud villainy repos'd in peace, 
And once been daring vicious, dar'd to cease > 
Inaction is its death, repose its hell : ^ 
It seeks a blacker deeper tide to swell;, 
Bolls on -a torrent in unceasing toil; 
f'ortttne may waver, reason can recoil^ 
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Bear badk tbeiiiiy ^4te niBliiQf 1^^ 
And triumph «til4 whei^ Guik both i¥roi|gbt]M8 
grave,, 



But lidTe afid Mason walkiiM hknAiAkandif 
Beaton may btirrt tach eliain; ^Ott iMtm^^ band 
Once firmly knit, eh knit as Leve ean be, 
Linke on unbroken asEtemily! 
Not that dull Love, the passion^ the ci^owd^ 
The.fleetin^g thought that breathesitt pain ai^uA; 
That sighs its hour, and, as that fleeting 8%hy 
Is but a murmuring breath in air to die. 
Love, is the ever-ever changeless part 
Of fond, impassioned hearts : itself the heart, 
Jtself vitality ; aye, very life, 
Breathing in weal or woe, in calm or strife ; 
What tho' its joy, a dream; its hopes, deceit. 
Yet these all withered, it can wildly beat ; 
Tho' stript of charm which once too brightly 

blest. 
It clasps, still clings to, Phantom of the breast ! 
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MEJDtoio. Wd : and to Medoba-i^ view^ 
XiAHA) race bright as Heay'n's unsullied hue, 
WbeB gloom'd his guilt, ah, tho' the man might 

err. 
Wretch to the world, jet he was true to her. 
She wept his sin, his ev'ry deed deplor'd, 
Shed tears of agony, but still ador'd* 
She form'd that thought to love, to woman dear 
To lure her loyer from the haunts of fear ; 
To check, to soften,, to recal, reclaim. 
To snatch ths sinner from the hell of shame 1 
She called the thrilling magic of her tears, 
And oh, to love all possible appears : 
To save from ruin one, that dear-lov'd one^ 
Herself the ruin sought, unblest, undone ! 



Loos'n was the drawbridge o'er the deep wide 
moat, 
Gaily the banners seem'd in air to float; 
Bold 'LoNZO to his hall, had led his bride^ 
'Mid wonder that the fair Mbdoea sigh'd. 
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fiat scarce 6ne fleeting, joyless mbdn had sp^ 
Ere death to Xonzo's hopes, the bride had fled V 
Yet how, with whom, or whiere, alas ! none tell J 
In vain the search, on shore, 'mid dale or dell. 
No steeds Were seen swift speeding o^r thfe 

plaid, 
Put there w&s mark'd a ship 6n distant main i 
And less, and less it seemed ; conjecture tried 
To ken its freight upon the glimm'ring tid^ 
But lessening, lessening e'er, a speck it grew. 
And eyes- half sightfess tiirn'd, to weep ane^» 



On eve before^ that flight, when ^Lonzo stray'd 
To woo the solitude of neighboring glade, 
He saw a stranger's form ; it shrunk a^icie. 
And deep in gloom of thicket seem'd fb glide : 
Starting, he challenged, and that form came near^ 
A dark disguise concefalM, its shape of fear; 
It rush'd in ruffian speed to 'Lonzo's side^ 
^ Ha 1 thus, but all unarm'd I' it shouting cried i 
^ Tis hell to quit thee ; but not thus my blade 
< Shall strike its TengeanGCI'* et'nas phantoQ)^ 
shade, 



45 



fl'en as fri^ecl missir^ from the bow of deajlb^ 
Is fled to darkness, swifter than the breath, 
Of 'Lohza's angry call, and pealing sound, . 
That gathered fearful slaves and menials rpnUiJ ; 
They s^arph'd each thicket, torches flung th^ 

light, 
But not a shadow mockM the anxious sight; 
^o sou>id they cajqght) saye w.h^^n seme tc^'cbes^ 

glare 
Rous'd tKe wild bowl of Beasts, in, nigjitly lair i 
And 'LoNZO. mus'd in secret boding fear, 
Still pond'ring on the shout, that dinn'd his eajr : 
Still wond'riog whose that ruffian form, that 

dar'd 
Such dread approach that thre9.ten'd|^^ and yet 

^par^d4. 



Lxtn that had told of tnis, were stilPd by Tinl^; 
Qay youth had meUow'd now to manhcKdid^s 
prime : 
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And far upon the bosom of those seas. 

Which, once were peaceful as their fanning 

freeze, 
Now death and rapine rode ; and fierce riarni^ 
And fearful tale of pirate's murderous armt 
Report sped busy of jEgean isle, 
It rang of Corsair^s deed, of deadly wile, 
tyi Islaam fleet late fir*d : and there was dread^ 
And Mariners aghast to haven fled ! 
OiielucMess vessel driving 6*er the sea, 
Saw the dread Island tow'ring at her lee; 

' Saw Its wild clift that darkening rose in air, 
litodroail of Death and beacon of despair I 
Each Seaman crossed him, and the qniv'ring oar 
'WaspKed, in terror^ta escape ihat shore: 
Swift glided then the vessel o'er the maiii 
But ploughed the angry, foaming wave in vain ; 
The forceful current bwe its course aaide. 
And heaV'd its weight reluctant in the tide : 
in vain the ctew ihek ev'ry aaiiit boseecb^* 

t Sfw iresieltipi»vlajr.hiiii£d la tJke beach. 
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Thgrs was an a^fol lall, a atlenee dead, 
A breathless pause of expectation dread; 
That fearful hour of agonj accurst, 
When hateful certaintj liatfa wrought its wors^ 
And hope, and wish'd escape, forever gone, 
Drearj despair and terror reign alone. 
Each Seaman fixes on his mate his eye. 
And waits to hear the coming pirates cry ; 
His fancy sees their weapons gleam in air, 
His pallid lips half breathe the cry oh spare ! 
He sees the daring Corsair, urging death, 
Be hears his shout in ev'ry breeze^s breath : 
Still seated pale in horror of suspense, 
While racking fear had paraliz'd each sense. 

9UT now a wond'iing glance they lift around. 
They oatch. no comiag shout, they hear no sound. 
Save thjB^; wil4 nuirmui of the surges roar. 
Or ^nely sea*bird shrieking on the shore : 
'Xia strange,, nay mQse,-»«»the^ trembltog watcb 

the strand, 
B«t stiU as far aa ear-<^a eye command, 
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Al% altis drearj now, ag death4ike fatt^^ 
All cheedess, dull^ deserted^ desolate: 
jplv'n as the silontgloom that shrouds each scenei, 
When that dread SQinethini; marlsn nrhere men 

have beca. 
Where are the Pirates, — is npt this theijc dcn^ 
Was not this Isle, the haunt qf fearful men ? 
Truth comes benignant, flings her joyous. raj j. 
The corsair gone, — his pirate-horde away I. 

Th£t leave the vessel; and as wandering stilly 
They climb the cliff, and wind along the hill.:. 
They mark each scene, but ev'ry spot declarea< 
Their late rude inmates, urg'd by fate or fears,. 
Have left the isle ; while scarce a wreck remains 
To tell the haunt of plunder and fierce gains. 
They reach a dell, o'erhung with saddest glo^in^ 
Apd see beneath its shade a late-rais'd tomb : 
No trophied honors bloom upon that grave, 
Ko gaudy wreathes, in scorn of sadness, wave; 
But flowrets there, that mourner's hand had^ 

thrown, 
Their leaves all wither'd,.and their freshness g6n6|: 
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The last sad gifts of fond Affection^s akte^ ' 
Bestow'd where smiling in their bloom^ altfaifi 
But now that bloom departed and gone bj, 
E'en as the mouldering Gofse, o^er which thej lie. 
A fair hewn stone^ its lowl; head uprears, 
In scuIpturM characters, a name appears, 

That name—' Medora I* one among the crew 

Started, for erst that gentle name he knew ; 
And he was then a serf of 'Lo5zo*8 pride, 
When, *LoNzo woo'd and won a lovely bride; 
Yet won her but to mourn, to weep her shame : 
Medora ? — was not this the false one^s name ? 
Something flasliM sudden to that Seaman^s breast, 
Lara — 'the bride— the corsair — all confest : 
Each linkless myst'ry of that seeming dream, 
Burst to conviction, clear as noontide beam ; 
Each whisper^ rumour of that faithless fair, 
Once, weeping led, brave 'Lonzo's hall to share; 
Lara — his hidden crimes, his love, his flight, 
All wak*d from dullness of long secret night. 
He shuddered as his heart recall'd the tale. 
Upon bis time-worn cheek sat sorrow pale ; 

D 
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And almost wept h^, that there coald await, 
Fdr H£R %o loveljr^^so unblest a fate. 



THE 



CHBISTflAN'S BBliiE. 



AN EASTERN TALE. 




THE 



CHRISTIAN'S BRIDE* 



▲N EASTERN TALE. 
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The moon is liigli o'er Delhi's towers, 
As Midnight leads its silent hours; 

The western breeze is gone : 
There is ho wind to wake the air, 
No busy murmurs echoing there ; 
The night how still! — but brightly fair, 

Like Alla's heavenly throne ! 
Where gems are as those stars on high, 
AH glittering mildly 'mid the sky ; 
Where splendour, as that lovely Moon, 
3beds light around, a chasten'd boon, 



H 

Serene, $o clear, so spftly brigbt| 
It lures the hymning Peri's sight, 
And M^hile it fastens still their gaze, 
Thej learn from that attempered bla%e. 
To light young Houris' eyes to Love, 
And lure B£LI£Y££&^ souls above ! 
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^ Amid yon City, men may number^ 
Those who sleep in peaceful slumber | 
Men may reckon those who know, 
The rest of peace, nor dr^am of woe : 
Save that perchance their visions rove, 
To paint a form they dearly lore j 
And then some danger threatening nigh, 
Shall wake, perhaps, a fparful sigh ; 
These men may reckon, who shall count, 
The dreary list, the blaqk amount 
Of those, who writhe in restless sleepy 
Of those who wakeful vigils keep, 
'Mid care, or pain, -mid sickness, guilt i 
Count these ! essay it if thou wilt! 



m 

&Q^ tell thfe sand on Junuia*s shore, 
Go, tell the leaves, that shade each bowerj 
Ctq, t^mpt the task that flies thee ever ! 
4b; thou shall count the ivretched^ never ! ^ 
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J^nd V(:liQ.is ShCj o'er yonder wall, 

Who marks the night from turret tall } 

Who. casts round Delhi's sfite her eye, 

And wakes these thoughts 'mid gentlest si^h f 

Who, who is S^je— so young, and stijl 

(Pan ponder thus, and muse on ill ? 

Thp moon that rides above on air, 

\s not so soft, so pure, so fair : 

Ti)e cloudlet bpau$,y qf th^ skies, 

Is not so bright,^ as Aiesha's eyes. 

The breathless stillness of tlie sceae,i 

1/5 not so blest aa she hath been, 

£re ojie wild leelingv-late confest, 

ifirst thriird— first wakjBp'd,in^her breast, 

To teach her bosom aught of wpe, 

l\ bcKl not learned, — ipior known till now. 



^ 
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That feeling— say ! — jes, yes 'twas Love ! 
And well its gentle dream could move 
A heart so tremulously soft. 
So like ther Souls, that soar aloft 
To breathe, yvhere hve alone is given, 
That love, the promis'd bliss of Heaven ]; 
What other dream of earth could lure 
A breast, so chastely fond, so pure ! 
Where passion's bud of tenderness, 
Lay bidden so, that uothiug less 
Than Sun of gallant Lover's worth 
Could ever bid it blossom forth ! 

Tho' thrice five years, yon orb of night, 
When glimmering into infant light 
It tells to Allans Sons on Earth 
Of sad Mohorum's annual birth ; 
Tho* thrice five times it had not seen 

Her natal hour return again, 
That maid was yet the har^m Queen, 

The loveliest— fairest of its train. 
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She >vas brave Babbr's* dearert pride^ 
The daughter of his buried bride ; 
And years of Song might fiiil I ween, 
To tell her loveliness of mien. / 

There beam'd a lustre in her eje, * 

A lusciousness upon her lip, 
To paint it, Love had seem*d to dip, 
^is brush in more than Rose*s dje : 
And then each tress that swept below, 
Glist^ing in brightest raren's glow, 
When her soft hand of whiteness stray'd 
To wreath above that ebon braid, 
'Twas like Thibet*s far northern snow,. 
Stealing to sight from gloom below : 
*Twas like the foam on Ocean plajing, 
Mid the dark waves its hues betraying i 
Or as pale meteor, view'd between 
Some opening clouds, in airy scene. 
Those clouds of darkest, blackest hue, 
A contrast strange, yet dear to view ! 

* Zehir ul Dien Mahummod Baber, a powerful prince ongi- 
nally King of Cabul, he conquered Hindostan in A 0. 1525-6, 
and established himself and family on the Throne of Delhi. 






Her Tolce y^as gentle as tbe lay. 

That ofl is heard in ey'ning hour. 
When Sopgsters trill wild notes, they 8aV|^ 

To woo tbe Rose 1q fragrant bower : 
Hers TfUsithe form that Lovers deem, 

'Mid sleep, they clasp in panting arms |^ 
TJiiat form of Love that lives the th^me 
Of minstrels, till they wildly dream 
Of earthless joys, and earil^less charmsj; 
Yes, such was Delhi's fiawret fair, 
More thoA bi^ Realm prpud Babeb*s care { 
Pearer than all the world beside, 
That daughter of his buried Bridef 

6, 

And wh^ upon the Turret high, 
Poth AiBSHA sadly watch the sky ? 
Why watch yon rising, gathering cloud, 
And pray that gloom, yon orb may shroud : 
Why doth she bate, the brightness now, 
And sigh in restless, anxious woe? 
But see!— that cloud is stretching wide, 
It speeds athwart the airy tide ; 



And other, other 9lpud$ ^re seen. 

Far gathering, 'mid the heavenly scens ; 

That darker one is nigh the moon, 

'Twill shade, m^:thinl^s, its b|:ight(iess soqn^ 

It veils it pow.T-T* Qh Christian comet 

f Seize— seize the hour pf welcome gloom, 

* No busy eye while darkness spreads, 

f Shall mark the path my Lover treads ; 
f Speed, speed thee now, qa wings of Love 

* Hasjte Nazarpi^e !* thy faith to prove V 

' t 

^ He comes, he comes, I hear a sound, 
^ I hear the Christian's agile bound, 
f Already he hath scaFd yon wall, 
^ Alia protect! what fears appal ! 
f In pity soothe my hearts alarn$^ 

* And lead hini safely to these arms—* 



• Christiaiir— We do not know wlio, or of wfaafnation, is the 
C^hristian hero of this little romance. It was nearly a century af- 
^r this, that a regul^ E^ibftfsy «ppear^ at Delhi frofi the Bri- 
l^hCoortt 
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* 'Tis he, 'tis he !* — she saw him now^ 
Upon yon turret's airy brow ; 
She saw him from that height descend^ 
And o*er the terrace footsteps bend* 
Breathless and swift, the youth appears^ 
The trembling lovely maid he nears; 
Till now in arms of fondness pressing, 
In Lovers^ meeting bliss caressing, 
Their murmurs mingling, lips so nigh 
They breathe but breath of Rapture's sigh} 
Oh whither *bide so blest a pair 
As met on Delhi's turrets there i 

Alia ! *tis sweet, how dearly sweety 
Where chaste, yet tender Lovers meet ; 
Where murmurs, wordless sighs express 
The thrill of human happiness ! 
Where that wild pressure, that embrace. 
When arms, heart, soul, all interlace, 
When sigh to sigh responsive heaves, 
And panting Love, a fetter weaves. 
To bind two breasts as if for ever, 
As \( they might not, could not sever ! 



61 



^ Nay, much I fear'd <— young Aieiha sigh'd 
^ To-night such bliss had been denied ; 

* I little dream'd to meet thee here, 

^ When glow'd tlie night so bright and clears 
^ I wander'd long, in grief, alone, 
^ Each star above in sadness shone, 
^ I almost, turned my ^teps again, 

* To seek my bower of lonely pain. 

^ Christian, haw strange, not far the time^ 

* Since I was happiest of this clime ; 

* I had not seen thee, known thee then, 
^ Nor haply dream'd of stranger men; 

* I had not yet too ventVous stray 'd 
' Away from gloom of Haram shade, 
^ To view from secret lattice nigh 

< My Sire's. Durbar in splendour high : 
^ Ah ! there thy form 1 first discerned 
^ And first on Christiatiji^glances^ turuM I 
' I had seen eyes more dazzling dark, 

* More brilliant looks been wont to mark ; 

* Had seen my Father^s glances roll, 

^ In fondness — oft in darksome scowl^ 






^ But n6ver yttiich^d an eye so soft^ 
^ As that, Mrhicb, sweetly raised aloft^ 

* Threw toward the lattice looks of lolrej 
^ And Ifeft me there too 'tranc'd to move ! 

' That look was thine^ you mark'd me tbo^ 

* A Haram-maiden met thy view^ 

* You wond'ring gaf ^d^ — I strove to fly, 

* The wish how raiii ! — I watch'd thine eye j 
^ There was a tender softness beaming^ 

* A something there^ — so gentle seeming^ 

* That when at letigth, I ilow retir'd, 

< That took of thine my thoughts inspired b 

< When seated in deep Haram bower, 

* That look beguil'd my ev'ry hour; 
' My fancy saw that glance again, 

< 'Midmingled thrill of joy and pain, 

< My waking hours, my dreams at night 

< Still gaVe thy glance to fev'rish sight 5 

* My thoughts to thee^ would ever rove, 

^ I sigh'd> i wept, and found 'twas Love V 

9. 

< We met i — Oh thanks td vent'rous sou!, 
5 That spurned all Danger^ mock'd coutroul ; 
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* We iriet ! yes thanks to power of gold, 

< Again thy glaiiCe I could behold. 
' How oft upon this turret high, 

* We*ve dar'd to pledge 6ur constancy ! 

< And wilt thou promise ne'er to leave, 

* Thine Aiesha's love ? — Oh ne'er berieave 

* Her heart 6f all it deems of worthy 

* its only hope, — its bliss on earth I' 

< Leave thee, my Aiesha, leave thee theti i 

* Yes ! — when I number not with men! 

* When ev'ry sigh is hush'd away, 

< And I have breath'd my ling'ring day } 

< By the wild rapture of this kiss, 

* By ev'ry dream of future bliss, 

* By ev'ry joy I hope to have, 

^ I leave thee, but, to seek the grave ! 
« But say art thou prefpar'd V -^ Nay-J 

why,' ?— 

< When rides that moon again on high, 

< Shall fearless Friends in waiting 'bide ; 

< The dear disguise thy charms to hide 
^ Ally ail prepar'd, and wilt thou, Fair^ 

* In distant clime my bosom share^ 
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* Where milder suns of bappy west, 

< Shall smile to see thy Lover blest V 

10. 

< Sajj Cbf istiftif^ b the hour so near t 
^ Alia ! my bosom sinks in fear 

* And must I home and clime forego^ 

* Or cease thy fonder worth to know, 

* Quit evVy spot to childhood dear t 

* Ah! cease to chide this falling tear — 

* My Parent too, desert him now ?* 

^ LovM AiESHA, why these thoughts allow? 

< Think of the marfiage^couch of hatOi 

* Thy Parent bids for thee await; 

< Think of the promise pledged by hiro^ 
That dooms thy youth to sorrow dim j 

' * When thou must wed a Prince, whose arms 
^ Shall force thy weeping, loathing charms^ 

* To linger in some haram-bower, 

A prison'd bride, a slare of power !* 

* But Ha ! yon opening day-beams break, 

f AiESHA^ thy slumbVing guards may wake; 
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^ You promise then ? — let, let me sip, 

* The pledge of Rapture from thy lip I 

* When next we meet, we meet for bliss, 

* In other realms,— far, far from this I 

II. 

The Youth is gone ; the maiden sighf, 
And trembling from that Terrace hies ; 
Sire ponders on the promise given, 
Of home, of early ties thus riven : 
Slie seeks in fear the Ilaram walls. 
Each breathing sound, her soul appals. 
Why, why should she, the Haram Queen, 
The loveliest gem that decks its scene, 
Thus steal in trembling to her bo^rer 
And wait in dread the coming hour ? 
And why, when there, 'mid dull feign'd sle^, 
Press her sad couch ; — in secret weep, 
And think of the approaching night, 
In thrill of terror, pale ajffright I 
Why should she fly, her Father's voict, 
Which once Qould Aibsha's ear rejoice j 
E 
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And still thrdugfaoat that lehgUiisome daj. 
Such guilty looks, such fear betray. 

12 

The Ev'ning came, but on the morrow, 

The Haram rang with l^ail of dread ; 
Many a burning tear of sorrow, 

Within that Haram wSlI was shed ; 
And there was searching to and fro, 

And horsemen speeding o'er the plain ; 
There were loiid pealing shrieks of woe, 
Many a Sabre urgM its blow. 

To ease sonre guilty guaridsman's pain. 
Many a headless trunk lay there. 
Many a cry was heard — to spare ; 
But wrath the Shaw, in dread divan. 
He spared not woman, child, nor man ! 
Pale JBunuchs gasp'd beneath the stroke, 
From women-slay6s their last breath broke : 
Nor yet the tnonarch^s fury spent. 
He dealt around ^erce punishment ; 
For She his age^s only pride. 
Had hxoke the Hatam, fled his side,' 
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Fled, none toldlTow, her peaceful boweri^ ' 
In league witli secret paramour ! 

13 

Among yon row of ghastly headg^ 
Wliich o'er the haram, terror sheds. 
Are shriveird tongues, all silent now, 

But once perchance they might have toI4 
The tale of mystSry, where and how, 

Young AiESHA fled with Gallant bold: 
But blow of death, it sped so fast, 
Their tale untold, they breath 'd theijr last. 
And none arc living now to say, 
Why AiESHA fled her sire away. 



There came a scroll in after years, 
To wake old Baber's love and fears; 
That scroll was from far distant land, 
Its characters, from Aiesha's hand; 
She was a bride of Christian vile, 
Wo« that such wretch should e'er beguile 
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Or lure pur Prophet's daughter forth, 
To crush her faith, to blight her worth ! 
And yet she wrote in seeming joy, 
And spoke of Bliss that spurn'd alloy ; 
While, 'mid that scroll, were thanks to Heav'n, 
In fervency of Rapture ci V^n ; 
That she had left the Harem's side, 
To wftfid^r far; a Christian's Bride ! 
4t' 
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OCCASIONAIi 1FOETE.Y. 
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TO (?RATITtIDE. 

• ?• 

There is a feeling in the heart of man, 

Pure as th* aetherial source of vit^l heat, 
Pure<is the prayers which Angel's lips re- 
^ peat; 

II Cometh not like thoughts which lovers scan, 
Nor like the glowing sighs that youthful passion 
fon ; 

But yet it fills and fires the breast, 
With that, whicli proudly stands the test, 
Of days, and montlis, and years. — Its pleasing 
sweet 
Palls not on minds where once it dwelt, 
Or where its charms are truly felt : 
For where indeed that soul so rude 
That could have known and spurn'd thee — Gra- 
titude ! 
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2. 

Yes, Gratittule ! 'tis thou canst teach the child 
Yet, wordless, on its parent's bosom lying, 
To rear its little arms, fond love implying ; 

Breathing its thankfulness in lispiiigs wild ! # 

'Tis thou canst bid the man, 'mid worldly care 
beguird. 

To cherish, honor, and revere. 
The Guardians of each infant year, 

Tho' other lies had fled, on Childhood's flying. 
*Tis (hou canst bind in flowVy chain 
The trembling wretch, awak'd from pain, 
Who starts from fearful d|[eam of grief. 

And pants to bless the hand, that brought relief. 



S. 



What were the world without thee? — a wide den 
Of soul-less wretches scorning social tye, 
A wilderness of hate, or apathy. 
Hush'd, were tlie Poet's song of feeling then, 
Mute, were the praises of beneficence in men i 
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Remembrance would but fiercely aid^ 
The murd'rer's deed, and guide his blade ; 

To bosom of unpardon'd injury ; 

While pale Oblivion's only charm, 
That power to sooth the vengeful arni 
la sweet forgetfulness of ill, 

Would cease;— ^and Sense of good alone be still. 



4. 



JlBfark I'— ^tis the Organ lifts its solemn swelt^ 

Where meek Religion bows in holy love; 

Now rising anthems hyran the God above. 
And ev'ry breath delights of Heav*a to telL 
Why seems the panting sdul in extacy to dwell ? 

?Tis that thy voice— Oh Gratitude ! 

Hailing the Pow'r, all-kind, ^ll good^ 
Thus tells the soaring thoughts from earth to rove ; 

Thou bidst the thankful raind reflect. 

On Him, the mighty Architect, 

Who spake, and lo ! a world was seen^ 
And light, and life, and joy,— a glorious sceaei 
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6. 

Oft have I sat x^e down, and wildly dreamed 
Of bliss, my youth hatli panted for ia vaioi 
Till Fancy smiling led her fajifey tralo^ 

And raised a scene where seraph brightness 
beajwi'd! 

Oh t then, while visionary worlds, all rapture 
seem'd, 
How oft a cherish'd wish arose, 
To share my dream, my joys with those. 

Who once were kind to me in hours of pain, 
And when, alas ! the vision fled. 
And Fancy, withering, droop'd her head. 
Hath not my saddest, bitterest sigh. 

Been still, that Gratitude's warm hope should 
ever die ? 

6. 

Memory of kindness past ! whene'er I fail 

To keep thee in my heart, to price thee there, 
E'en as the breath I breathe; and life I share^ 
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May sorrow doom that life to trembling pale, 

To dreary hours of care, that may not cease to 
wail : 
What tho' my loiftily thanks can prove 
My only gifts of grateful love, 

What tho' my proudest recompence, a prayer ; 
Yet in this breast there 'bides a thought, 
With pure and blissful feeling fraught, 
I would not change that thought's one thrill 

For every joy, that crowns the worldling's will. 
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STANZAS. 

I have learned that Atfection/too larishlj giren^ 
is fickle as Springes sunny day ; 
^ Like the bright beam of April^ tliat^ glancing 
from Heaven, 
Bot glistens to vanish altray^ 

I have learned, but how learn'd, that professions 
A ' «l*Jree ^ 

As the Breeze stealings over the heath, 
That their meaning, alas ! can as heedlessly flee> < 

Their sincerity die as its breath. 

And who shall declare tliat the MemVy is sweetT 
iVhen the day of our Fondness is past ; 

When the hope that beguiFd us, hath long ceasM 
to beat, 
And we blush that its moment could last ? 
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FROM THE FRENCH. 

I check the sigh, and hid^ the tear^ 
I bid no outward grief appear. 
And still, with many a bitter wile, 
I coojrt'sdme gay, deceitful smile 2 
But no : too dearly, dearly bought, . 
This semblance of escape from thought^ 
Alas ! a scorpion writhes 'mid pain. 
Sleepless in heart that loves in vain ;; 

§leepiess forever! 

I dare not tell thee what 1 feel, 

I dare not every pang reveaT, 

And yet the secret gnaws away. 

And hidden, doubly seems to prey ; 

Idly my wishes pant, unblest, '" 

For pulse-less, cold, oblivious rest : 

Can worlds of wealth an opiate gain 

To sooth a heart that loves in vain ! — 

Oh, never, never I 
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Once, once, but I was drunk ia wqe. 

And Frenzy shed it fev'rish glow ; 

I had a dream, all pleasure fraught, 

Oh ! there was madness in each thought : 

Thought, that if realp'd — no, no, 

It may not, cannot, now be so : 

Hence Phantom bliss, why brightness feign 

To wring a heart that loves in vain : 

To wring forever ? 

The arm may bend the stubborn bo'w, 
The ax may lay the Forest low, , 
The weary Pilgrim gain the shrine, 
Tho' rough his path, tho' ills combine ; 
And mariner may reach the shore, 
Tho' storms arise, fierce tempests low'r; 
All this may be — but sooth the pain, 
Go^ calm the heart that loves in vain : 

Oh, never, never ! 






STANZAS. 

*■ 

Say who bath markM yo^ng Childhood^s kmile| 

Where thoughtless pkasuJre glistens fair ; 
Where joy cart evVy look beguile, 

Till burst of raptuVe brightens there ? 
And who hath seen that smile depart^ 

Gone in a fleeting moment's space, 
Till woe as causeless thrills the heart. 

And sorrow dims that Childhood's face I 



Ah me I the changeful, fitful hour. 

The sigh of grief, the smile of glee; 
The soul enliv'ning, sinking pow'r, 

Is not alone of Infancy : 
For there are moments, when the heart 

Shall, causeless feel, and wonder why, 
The thrill or pang, the joy or smart / 

Of bliss, of more than sorrow nigh ! 
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And there are seasons, when the soul 

May know a pain, it can't express ; 
Panting to fly the world^s controul, 

And weep in grief's oy^. wantonness. 
It is some Power, tUat4|ioiseless, mutey 

Winders to wake the feelings' glow : 
liike gentler breath, that sweeps the lute. 

And lures a strain, we mark aot bow. 
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BALLAD. 



* Go speed thee then, thou faithless knight, 

' Go bend thy steps from rae ; 

* Yet, ah! when gone, thou faithless knight, 
* No peace shall wend with thee. 



^ For I have lov'd thee, lov'd— how true I 
* No heart like mine thou'lt find, 

^ And faithless knight, thy sighs shall rue^ 
< The maid thou leav^st behind. 



' You call me cruel, cold, unkind, 
^ And mock my tender fears; 

^ Intent 'mid heartless passion blind, 
^ To doom my day to tears : 
F 
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^ But faithlesi knight, had I lov^d M} 
^ I might have lov'd less pure, 

f I might have sunk in gailt*s cartss^ 
* The yictim of thy lure^ 



Ah! Love^rhea deeply, truly knoim^ 

' Will shrink at guilty part ; 
f Go, faithless then, but think whengosey 
< Of Emma's^ once fond heart 



The false Sir HAnotM crossed his steed^ 

And sung a biythe adieu : 
Nor eaVd he tho' he doomed to bleed 

A heart in fondness true. 



^ Farewell sweet niaid, 1 prize no Lort/ 
^ But that which free as thought, 

^ Can ever tind and gentle prove; 
t Cold Love I deem as noiightv 
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Away he rode, and Emma turned] 
. To seek her lonely bower; . . 

To sigh for onCj whose guilt she mourn'd^ 
And weep Ipve^s fickle hour. 



Away he rode to Cities proud, 
^ And sought fresh Emmas there : 
But still he si^h'd, amid the crowd, 
H^ met no maid so fain 



And oft be pin'd 'mid pleasure's arms. 
And loathed its cup to kiss ; 

And wept for Emma's purer charms, 
Where Love beamed brighter bliss. 



He mounts his steed, again he flies, 
i To seei the gentle fair : 
His bosom breathes repentant sigh?^ 
His course is swift as air» 
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He gains her borne, but, hapless knight, 

He finds a blighted bower. 
The maiden, victim of his flight, 

A drooping, mth'ring flower I 



He sighs — he sooths — ^but all too late ; 

That tenderness is vain : 
Say, where shall soothing, lure from fate, 

A heart oiice broke in twain ? 



And her^s was broke, and evVy hour 
That stole in sorrow now, 

More withered left the fallen flower; 
Still crushM its head more low. 



The maid is gone— entombed she lic$ 
Where blooms the chaplet fair; 

And many a tear from mourner's eyeS| 
Betrays fond anguish there. 
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But Harold, far in holy war, 
Hath sought its fearful strife : 

What now to him is wound or scar, 
Or what the wreck of life ? 



Soon breathless in a stranger land, 

Dread emblem of remorse, 
Unshriv*d— nnwept, on Battle strand, 

He sleeps a shroudless corse ! 



^ 



TO A LADY, 



ILady — I rove in Fancy's scenp 
- To pluck the Flowret fair, 
And I have strayed in meadows green,. 

To gather garlands there : 
And I l)a:ve sat in Fairy bower, 
"VThere tbemes of Love have blest my hour, 
I liv'd not theii 
'Mid worlds of men, 
Mj^ thoughts were far from earthly ken. 



Ah ! there in vision I have seen 

Womarf, in HoiiriV softness trembling, 
Breathing her beauty o'er the scene, 
^ In blush of Love,— the Eve resembling! 
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J' ve watch'd her eye of hcaT'nlj hue, 
Her lovely cheek that bloom'd to view, 
Her breast in sighs so softly swelling— 
The tale of angel fondness telling : 
This have I seen, — 'till swift as light, 
fled from my view the Phantom bright ; 
And ah ! it came not to my call, 
I si^h'd, — and found — 'twas Fancy allj 



But deep in MemVy lives the form^^ 

I've seen in Fancy's hour ; 
And could I dare, 'mid feelings warm. 

Embody Fancy's flower : — 
Qh Lady now my lyre would swell 
In rapturous thrill, a name to tell; 
But it is not the ringlet that wreathes o'er the 

brow, 
Not the form of fair Sylph that can bid the 
heart glow; 
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Nor the eye that beams more than wild Rapture 
. around, 

Nor the smile of soft pleasure with playfulness 
crown'd : 

But His that all of Loveliness, 
. That lips may ne'er — oh ne'er express; 
It is that nameless all, — in sooth, 
That gives my wildest vision tru?h : 
That brings each dream of brightness 

nigh, 
To lend those dreams — reality. 
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EASTERN BALLAD. 



Glistens above tlie Ev'ning star, 

The Shaw hath left his throne ; 
His Amras quit the late Darbar, 

The Courtier band are gone : 

Around the palace, — haram«wall, 

Around the citadel, 
The Night-guard's measured footsteps fall, 

And shouts their waking telL 

Young Mhamood* seeks his wonted Bower, 

To sit and ponder there ; 
To dream of realm-extended power, 

And rouse Ambition^s care : 

« Mbamood was Sultaan of Ghizni, the tame Prince wh*al^ 
Urwards nade so many succesaful expcditioai into Hlndo«tail« 
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^0 ponder upon deeds in figbt^ 

To pant for Warrior's meed j 
In Fancy's picture — fierce of migbt. 

His gallant hosts to lead I 

No Courtier with him — save but onC| 

A Youths — his hunxble friend, 
The Bearer of his Seal alone ; 

None else the Prince attend. 

That Youth observes, 'mid trembling fear, 

Each feature of the Shaw, 
And as the changeful hues appear, 

He shrinks in secret awe. 

H e sees a while bright hope inspire, 

As thoughts of triumph phiy ; 
He sees an eje glance flash of fire. 

In dreams of Battle-day. * 

+ It was not an uncommon thing for youths of distioi^ishfd 
family to hold employments about the persons of Eastern Princes, 
Moolah Daood Biederee, a famous a»Ohor 5 ^rlien ouly'lg years 
^Ic^ was Seal-bearer to Sultaun M aUomiaud Bhaminee of the 
Dtkbu. 
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* JIo ! bring my tablets/ — cried the Shaw, 

* My wishes are not vain, 

^ Soon shall proud Ghizni's throne give law, 

* And lord o'er Hind's wide plain ! 



< Go bring my tablets ! dost not hear ?* 
He turn'd ^be Youth to mark, 

He saw a Form of shrinking fear, 
That fled his glances dark. 



* Approach me — nay perhaps mine, eye, 
^ Late shone with heedless ire ; 

< I reck'd not Boy,-:but wby that sigh, 
^ And why in dread retire ?' 



* 'Tis strange methinks' — the Prince arose; 

' What aiU thee, foolish slave, 
^ Wliy hide that face, nor dare disclose 

* Thy looks mine eye to brave?' 
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The Prince half started^ for be bear4 

A sob, a stifled sigh ; 
And caught his ear a murmuring word 

Of bursting agony ; 



That murmur'd voice, 80 faint in sooth. 

He had not heard before, 
It was not voice of him, that youth 

Who late his signet bore. 



The form of trembling fear he seized, 

And led it to the light ; 
Its turban fell, and locks released 

Flung wild their tresses bright ; 



He saw dark ringlets floating then, 
He mark'd a tearful eye ; 

Those beauteous ringlets not of men, 
No yout^ could claim their dye* 



n 
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It was a Virgin's form he held, 
Half shrieking now in dread 

It was ar maiden he beheld, 
And terror bdw*d her head^ 



Who art thou, fair one, wherefore here, 
* In myst'ry and disguise ?* 
Explain — nay cease thine idle fear, 
And raise those bashful eyes. 



She raisM those eyes, *twas like a gleam 

Of Day-Star from above ! 
She gave one glance, 'twas bright as beam 

Of Heav'n, and Houri love ! 



Beauteous her face — while on it play'd 
A more than earthly charm, 

A more than Loveliness, betrayed 
The panting soul to warm ! . 






u 



And soft the fairness of her-icheek^ 
. Her budding lips how red ; 
How brightlj glow'd the yermil streak 
That those youog lips overspread. 



Those l^s* some breathing words essa^. 
But shame hath check'd each sound ; 

And still the n^aiden shrinks away^ 
And casts pale glances 'round* 



f Why!. WQuld'stthou fly ?Vthe Monarch cried 

^ Sweet tempter of my Bower V 
* Ah. me !* the weeping maiden sigh'd 

^ I rue my foolish hour : 



^ I rue myfolly, that I pray'd 
* From haram gloom to fly ; 

f 'Mid wish, in Brother's robes array'd 
t To view my Sov'reign nigh. 



.4::' 
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*Na^ Prihce, now let thy slave depart, 

^ Forgive my folly all ; 
* My idle daring wrings my heart ; . 

* I turii to Haram-wall.^ 



* Leave me, what leave me, when thy charmi 

^ Have wakeu'd all my breast ; 

* What fly the foadness of thesQ arms, 

* That lure thVe to be blest ? 



* Thou could'st not come, to fire my heart 

' Then fly and mock its pain ; 

* No — maiden — no — not thus we part, 

* if part we e'er again !* 



Who hath not heard of Dilshaad fair 
And SuLTAUN Mh amood's lov^s ? 

'Twas thus they met, that youlliful pair,' 
As many a Icgiend proves ; 



^' 
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'T was thus, bjr Alla's sacred doom^ 

They met in Ghizn/s bower; 
But parted never, 'till the tomb 
Closed on their vital hour ! 



F I N I I. 
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